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"Neither do I. What do you think of those lads, eh?
They sit up there as if they were thr only people on
earth, and all the rest just didn't Twrm a thing. That
Feodor!"

Samoilov's father came over to them, holding his hat
in his hands.

"Did you see my Grigori?" he said with a rueful smile.
"He refused any defence and wouldn't even talk to them.
He was the first to do that. Your son was for having law-
yers, Pelagea, but mine says nothing doing. Four of them
refused after that."

His wife stood next to him. She kept blinking back the
tears and wiping her nose with a corner of her hand-
kerchief.

"A funny thing,*1 went on Samoilov, holding on to his
beard and staring at the floor. "When you look at them,
the rascals, you can't help thinking it's a pity they got
themselves into this mess. And then again you think may-
be they're right after all! Especially when you see how
their numbers are growing at the factory. The police
arrest one after another, but they keep multiplying HJce
fish in the river. It makes you think maybe the strength's
on their side."

"It's hard for us to make head or tail of such things,
Stepan Petrovich," said Sizov.

"Yes, it's hard," agreed Samoilov*

"They're a healthy bunch, the wretches/ said his wife
with a loud sniff.

Then she turned to the mother with a smile on her
broad flabby face.

"Don't be angry with me, Nilovna," she said, "A little
while ago I blamed your son for ib, But the devil only
knows who's most to blame, Did you hear what the gen-
darmes and the spies said about our Grigori? He did his
share too, the redheaded scamp!*'

She was proud of her son without perhaps appreciat-
ing her own feeling, but the mother appreciated it, and
replied with a kind smile and heartfelt words*